MARLBOROUGH
for Oglethorpe's report. He went to bed just before
one, after receiving a message from Oglethorpe that all
was quiet. Though praised and rewarded at the time,
Oglethorpe has also been blamed by the critics, especially by
Lord Wolseley, the most competent of all. He proceeded
with his troop for some distance upon the Bridgwater road,
waited a long time on a hill close to the junction of the Bristol
and Bath roads, and, finding nothing in the mysterious
night, pushed on to the outskirts of the town* Here he
learned that the rebel army had departed. Whither he could
not tell!
Meanwhile Monmouth and his men plodded onward
across the moor, with Grey, guided by Godfrey, in the van.
The Black Ditch, one of the great drainage ditches called
*rhines,' had been successfully crossed. Grey, with his
scraggy cavalry and part of the rebel foot, were already over
the second (the Langmore Rhine), and the clock of Chedzoy
Church had struck one, when suddenly a vedette of the Blues
fired a pistol in alarm. Frantic excitement broke out. The
assailants were now very near their still sleeping foes. Con-
trary to most accounts, the rebels knew about the Bussex
Rhine, and Grey and his horsemen, improvidently leaving
Godfrey behind, rode forward, looking for the plungeon.
He struck the ditch at an impassable point. Instead of work-
ing to the left in harmony with his mission to turn the flank
and rear, he swerved to his right with most of his men and
rode along the edge across the front of Monmouth's infantry,
whose rear was still scrambling across the Langmore Rhine
in the darkness behind him. Meanwhile the royal trumpets
sounded, the alarm was given, the drums beat, and the threat-
ened camp sprang in an instant into fury and confusion. The
startled Grey saw through the mist a small array of gleaming
lights, and moved towards them. Some say he thought they
were the lights of Weston. There was a different explanation.
It had not yet been possible to rearm Dumbarton's regiment
with flintlocks. The lights were their slow matches burning as
the troops stood to arms. " Who are you for ? " cried a voice
from among the matchlocks. " The King/' " Which King ? "
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